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To  Students ,  Staff  and  Friends: 

The  state  has  just  enacted  a  budget  which  contains  an  appropriation 
of  $2,200,000.00  for  Mass.  College  of  Art.  This  figure  represents  an 
increase  of  $146,000.00  over  the  House  Ways  and  Means  Committee  recommend¬ 
ation  of  $2,054,000.00. 

The  latter  budget  would  have  been  a  shattering  blow  to  the  College's 
program.  Due  primarily  to  the  persistent  efforts  of  students,  faculty  and 
staff,  the  potential  plight  which  threatened  the  College  has  been  averted. 

Our  unique  predicament,  including  the  special  nature  of  our  professional 
program  arid  the  costly  maintenance  of  our  obsolete  facilities ,  were 
emphatically  brought  to  the  attention  of  the  legislature.'  It  responded 
with  a  special  additional  appropriation  for  Mass.  College  of  Art. 

Our  final  budget  figure  is  a  reduction  of  approximately  5%  from  last 
year's  funds.  A  few  days  ago  we  were  confronted  with  a  reduction  of  12%.  . 

The  difference  will  permit  us  to  maintain  our  full  program  without  serious 
impairment.  However,  it  will  also  require  careful  control  of  expenditures 
in  view  of  the  availability  of  less  funds  in  an  infiationary  economy. 

One  welcome  consequence  of  the  events  of  the  last  several  months  has 
been  the  enhanced  image  of  MCA  in  the  public  mind  and  at  various  levels 
of  state  government.  Our  efforts  have  won  recognition  not  only  of  our 
immediate  financial  needs,  but  of  an  overdue  public  responsibility  to 
address  the  long  range  needs  of  the  College  for  sustained  support  and  for 
new  facilities. 

We  are  deeply  grateful  to  everyone  who  helped  in  this  effort.  The  letters, 
petitions,  phone  calls,  and  telegrams,  and  demonstrations .wereuunquestionably 
of  critical  importance.  Despite  an  occasional  feeling  of  the  futility  of 
individual  acts,  their  cumulative  effect  was  decisive. 

Our  thanks  again  to  each  of  you. 

John  F.  Nolan 
President 


STEAL  THIS  SCHOOL 


On  October  25,  1975,  at  11:25  PM, 
two  young  men  removed  an  IBM  Select- 
ric  typewriter,  value:  $  1+50,  and 
various  office  supplies  in  several 
large  boxes  from  an  office  in  the 
Longwood  Building.  The  two  carried 
these  items  toward  the  rear  exit  of 
the  building.  In  their  procession 
they  passed  a  seated  man,  bearing  a 
patch:  "Superior  Security".  The 
guard  remained  seated  and  read  his 
newspaper,  seemingly  oblivious  to 
the  world,  as  the  duo  lugged  the 
equipment  along,  and  out  the  door. 

One  of  the  pair  returned  as  a  prank 
to  ask  the  guard  the  correct  time. 

The  guard  complied  willingly,  stat¬ 
ing  the  time,  and  quickly  returned 
to  his  paper,  failing  to  notice  that 
the  prankster  wore  a  large  watch. 

All  right,  confession  time:  It 
was  us.  And  we  did  happen  to  have 
every  right  to  remove  this  equip¬ 
ment.  Which,  in  fact,  the  guard  had 
no  way  of  knowing. 

Next  stop,  same  night:  the  Fuller¬ 
ton  Building.  Despite  the  late  hour, 
another  guard  courteously  opened  the 
door,  with  no  question  as  to  our 
identities  or  purposes.  We  went  up 
to  the  Design  Studio,  where  we  be¬ 
held  an  unoccupied,  unguarded  Fort 
Knox  of  art  supplies  and  valuable 
equipment.  It  would  have  been  an 
easy  task  to  merely  throw  items  out 
the  window  to  a  recipient  waiting 
below.  But  why  bother,  when  the 


guard  would  graciously  hold  the 
door  for  anyone  with  arms  full  of 
goods? 

We  have  all  heard  of  the  numerous 
rapes ,  attacks  and  innumerable  rip- 
offs  that  occur  in  and  around  Mass 
Art.  We  did  not  come  to  this  school 
to  learn  the  Three  R's  (  Raping, 
Rolling  and  Robbing ) . 

Despite  these  continued  incidents, 
security  measures  have  been  taken. 
Every  day  from  5=30  PM  to  6:00  PM, 
the  cafeteria  and  lavatories  are 
soundly  locked.  So  have  no  fear: 

They  can  ravish  us,  kill  us  and 
steal  our  personal  belongings,  but 
they'll  never  get  our  mailboxes  or 
toilets . 

It  has  been  proposed  that  guards 
be  stationed  at  all  entrances,  at 
all  times ,  to  check  incoming  people ' s 
identification,  but  this  idea  was 
evidently  dropped,  due  to  the  poten¬ 
tial  inconvenience  to  all.  But  which 
is  the  greater  evil:  being  momentar¬ 
ily  detained  for  identification,  or 
becoming  the  victim  of  a  crime?  We 
realize  that  a  variety  of  solutions 
are  being  examined,  and  new  ones 
sought,  but  at  least  the  previously 
mentioned  idea  could  be  instituted 
with  some  degree  of  effectiveness. 

Meanwhile  these  depredations  con¬ 
tinue  while  the  powers-that-be  con¬ 
template  various  plans  of  action 
without  testing  or  implementing  any. 

If  an  answer  is  not  soon  forth¬ 


coming,  students  considering  vigil¬ 
ante  methods  may  stop  talking  and 
start  acting.  This  spirit  may  have 
helped  in  the  American  Revolution, 
but  200  years  later  it  is  an  anach¬ 
ronism.  The  idea  becomes  more  and 
more  attractive  as  time  goes  on,  how¬ 
ever. 


—  H.  Dane  &  G.  Fisher 


"Hey,  Pal!  Can  I  give  you  a  hand?" 


Sound  Performance  Troupe 

On  Thursday  Nov.  21,  there 
will  he  a  meeting  concerning  the 
creation  of  a  sound  performance  troupe. 
The  meeting  will  take  place  in  the 
film  room  on  the  third  floor  of 
the  Longwood  building  at  U:30  in 
the  afternoon.  The  troupe  will 
be  under  the  direction  of  Paxil 
Earls,  a  fellow  at  MIT's  Advanced 
Visual  Center  and  instructor  for 
the  sound  course  at  MCA. 


An  Ounce  of  Prevention - 

Flu  shots  should  be  administered 
to  those  persons  who  have  chronic 
illnesses  as  respiratory  diseases, 
diabetes ,  heart  conditions ,  or  are 
over  sixty. 

Health  service  still  has  some 
serum  available  \)ut  in  a  limited 
quantity.  Immunization  should  take 
place  next  week  in  order  to  gain 
protection. 

On  December  3rd,  at  Freshman- 
seminar,  Ms.  Morrison,  psychological 
counselor,  and  Ms.  McCutcheon, 
college  nurse,  will  present  a  series 
of  health  films  including  birth  con 
trol,  abortion,  alcoholism  and 
venereal  disease  subjects. 

Although  this  will  be  given 
at  the  freshman  orientation,  all 
students  interested  in* the  program 
are  welcome. 

We  plan  to  use  the  Overland 
theater  on  Wednesday,  December  3rd, 
at  1:30  p.m.  for  the  films  and 
discussion. 

The  vegetarian  research  pro¬ 
gram  continues!  About  fifty  students 
responded  and  are  being  screened 
by  Anne  Annunziato  for  further 
evaluation.  A  second  survey  has 
been  prepared  and  personal  inter¬ 
views  will  take  place  this  week 
and  next. 


S.  McCutcheon. 


CHRISTMAS  PARTY— 

The  SGA  gala  x-mas  party  is  being 
planned  for  December,  before  the 
semester  break.  Anyone  interested 
in  helping  to  organize  this  affair 
should  stop  by  the  SGA  office  in 
the  Fullerton  building  any  Friday 
from  12  -  2  or  leave  a  note  in 
Christopher  Small's  mailbox.  Help 
make  this  x-mas  party  the  beat 
Mass  Art  has  ever  seen! 


r  • 
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To  any  interested  reader; 

Any  contributions  to  the  news¬ 
paper  ,  in  the- form  of  artwork , 
articles,  poetry,  etc.,  will  be 
welcome.  Use  of  jany  submissions 
cannot,  unfortunately ,  be  guaran¬ 
teed,  due  to  sj>ace  considerations, 
sov- brevity  is  appreciated. 

Artwork  should  preferably  be 
in  the  form  of  liiie,..-for  ease  of 
reproduction.  We  hope  to  soon  be¬ 
gin  a  classified  advertisement 
section  for  the.  use  of"the  stud¬ 
ents.  Space  will  be  restricted  to 
three  lines  of  thirty-four  char¬ 
acters  each  S  50^/ad 

Letters  to  the  editors  are  also 
solicited,  as  we  would  find  feed¬ 
back  from  the  students  most  use¬ 
ful.  Brevity,  however,  would  again 
be  appreciated.  .  .  : . .. 


Contract 


Last  week  the  students  of  the  Mass. 
College  of  Art  agreed  in  reforendum  to 
the  contract  made  between  its  faculty 
and  the  board  of  trustees.  What  this 
does  really  is  to  affirm  that  the  stu¬ 
dents  desire  to  take  part  in  a  "tri- 
partate  system  of  governence"  consistin, 
of  the  faculty,  student  body,  and  ad¬ 
ministration  as  set  forth  within  the 


2  agreement . 

The  contract  calls  for  the  creation 
of  a  College  Council.  This  council  will 
be  composed  of  three  members  each  from 
the  faculty,  student  body,  and  the  ad¬ 
ministration.  The  student  and  faculty 
members  are  determined  by  election  whilt 
those  from  the  administration  by  the 
President  of  the  college.  The  President 
also  acts  as  an  ex-officio  member. 

The  council  will  act  as "the  primary 
agency  for  co-ordinating  and  implement- 
ting  the  system  of  tripartate  govern¬ 
ance.  "As  such  the  committee  acts  as  a 
sort  of  executive  board  overseeing  the 
activities  of  the  ten  standing  commit¬ 
tees  which  are  called  for  in  the  con¬ 
tract.  Being  a  tripartate  system,  the 
council  also  acts  as  an  official  liason 
between  the  different  segments  of  the 
school  in  offering  views,  advice,  and 
recommendations . 

On  or  around  the  22nd  of  December, 
elections  will  be  held  for  student 
membership  into  the  College  Council  , 
(3)  and  the  Governance  Review  Commit-  ' 
tee  (2),  a  watchdog  type  of  committee 
that  does  "an  ongoing  study..."  and 
prepares  an  annual  report.  In  the  nine 
other  standing  committees ,  the  student 
and  faculty  members  totalling  32  for 
each  are  then  selected  by  the  council 
as  a  whole. 

The  President  at  his  discretion  se¬ 
lects  20  representatives  from  the  ad¬ 
ministrators. 

In  being  able  to  chair  committees 
and  having  an  equal  vote  with  the  fac¬ 
ulty  and  administration,  students  take 
an  active  and  meaningful  part  in  the 
important  decision  making  processes  of 
the  school. 

This  tripartate  governance  system  is 
one  of  the  most  liberal  forms  of  school 
governemtn  in  the  country  with  respect 
to  students.  In  a  sense  it  could  be 
termed  the  actualization  of  a  certain 
basic  student  demand  of  the  sixties- 
equal  voice.  It  takes  willing,  con¬ 
cerned,  and  intelligent  people,  however, 
bo  fill  the  37  student  positions  and 
iake  the  agreement  work.  In  this  par¬ 
ticular  case  I  believe  that  if  you  are 
willing,  it  demonstrates  concern  which 
indicates  intelligence.  To  show  your 
williness  drop  in  at  the  Fullerton 
building  and  check  it  out  at'the  S.G.A. 
office. 

—  Dennis  Dymek 


At  three  a.m.  in  darkened  rooms  my  mind 
wanders  the  fantasies  of  stereo  waves 
clashing  and  changing  with  each  tune; 
rising  and  falling  with  each  sharp 
flourescent  spray  within  the  chords 
and  notes  of  guitars  and  flutes. 

Ity  mind  wanders  at  three  a.m.  among 
the  stoned  and  dreamy  people  and 
here  I  find  loneliness  with  ray  unfull- 
filled  friendships,  the  loneliness  of 
tomorrows  in  which  my  past  dims  with 
rush-hour  confusion  and  ray  future  be¬ 
comes  vague  with  impotent  and  aimless 
meahderings . 

But  then  I  wander  into  undelightful  sleep, 
unwanted,  unnoticed  with  inevitable 
early  waking  to  the  place  I  left  so  few 
hours  before.  I  arise  and  step  upon 
a  rush-hour  street  rushing  to  oblivion. 


My  life  is  one  of  questions  that  I  have  learned 
Without  accompanying  answers  with  which  to  be  attuned. 
With  the  spped  of  cars ,  and  trucks ,  and  planes , 

And  missiles,  and  silent  submarines  we've  sped 
To  the  logical  conclusion  of  an  early  death. 

But  god  this  logic  seems  too  pale  to  be  an  answer. 


The  city  lights  on  city  streets 
Have  immersed  me  in  a  glittering  shower 
I  have  no  soap  to  clean  with  I  have  no 
towel  to  dry  me 

I  am  wet  and  soaking  in  a  rain  that 
never  ends. 


LEARNING 

Frustration  building  up  around  me 
Clouds  churning  quickly,  turning  to  rain 
That  streams  down  ray  mental  face 
Rusting  many  neurons  along  the  way. 

False  prc'.  '.ems  are  presented  to  me 
So  I  might  fall  into  mental  traps 
Games  of  academia 
That  fill  assumed  voids 
With  filtered  nonsense. . 

And  even  the  sense  of  nonsense  is  filtered 
Nicely  through  millimeter  holes  coming  cut 
As  so  much  showering  vermicelli. 

But  books  are  nice  and  timeless 
Spanning  centuries  of  time 
Of  the  spiny  creature. 

Relief  from  worry  implies  worry 
So  relief  even  if  attained  allows  memories 
To  come  and  haunt  the  dreaming  mind. 


So  worry  inevitably  do  I 
And  cease  to  worry  about 
Till  ignoring  too  long, 
The  streams  and  rivulets 
Of  worry  build 
to  a 
higher 


it 


Listen  to  the  city  sounds  my  sweet  young  lady. 
The  evening  is  young  and  the  breezes  cool. 
Listen  and  you'll  hear  the  tunes  of  love. 

It's  all  new  I  know  lie  still 
And  you'll  feel  the  hope  of  sunset 
Turn  to  the  sweet  aadness  of  3  a.m. 

Tears  stream  down  your  cheeks 

They  burn  the  soul  of  my  desire 

For  you  see  it's  in  solitude  that  we  lie 

When  Love's  last  gasps  so  die. 


7* 

but 


level, 

building 


never 

come 

ing 


to 


com  pie 
Where  shon  takes  — 
Meaning? 


Dennis 


Are  there  visions  fair  or  true  anymore 
For  people  to  heed  and  take  hope  in? 

Have  we  come  so  far  so  fast  to  fall  so  quick? 
Are  we  in  life  so  near  to  death  to  desire  naught 
That  points  to  permanence  or  peace? 


Life  is  a  myriad  array  of  people.  The 
confusion  is  as  great  as  when  trying 
to  spot  a  particular  leaf  from  a  tree 
shedding  her  fold.  Then  of  a  sudden  one 
does  catch  your  wandering  eye  and  how 
your  heart  does  Jump,  but  alas  poor 
mortal  you've  become  too  greedy  and 
upon  a  second  is  your  eye  for  a  moment 
caught.  In  vain  though  for  you've  lost 
the  first  in  the  drift  of  change.  Then 
back  to  the  second-more  quickly  now-but 
to  no  avail  for  one  stop  behind  you'll 
always  remain.  It's  life  you  see  that's 
the  cause  when  people  are  seen  as  a 
myriad  array. 


tty  barroom  meandering*  remind  me 
Of  all  the  mindless  men  that  remain  at  night 
To  haunt  my  dreams  with  vivid  tensions 
Of  ill  placed  pride  and  reprimands. 

Just  like  the  greater  ones  that  kill. 


The  Joy 
of  Subways 

I  had  no  experience  living  in 
the  city  until  I  came  to  Mass  Art 
‘in  September.  There  were  a  few 
things  I  had  to  get  used  to-  Such 
as  not  saying  "Hi."  to  every  per¬ 
son  who  walked  by  me;  looking 
both  ways  when  I  crossed  the  . 
streets,  and  riding  the  subways. 

Believe  it  or  not,  before  I 
had  to  take  my  first  subway  ride, 

I  was  so  paranoid  that  I  even  had 
bad  dreams  about  it . .  In  one  dream  . 
I  was  on  a  subway  car  that  was  as 
big  as  an  arena,  and  all  the  peo¬ 
ple  on  the  car  (including  me) 
were  being  robbed  for  our  subway 
change  by  three  oriental  people 
dressed  in  matching  pantsuits  and 
holding  swords. 

Now,  after  riding  subways  for 
almost  three  months  ^approximately 
two  hours  each  day)  I  realize  that 
I  will  probably  not  be  attacked 
and  beaten  up  for  my  subway  change- 
at  least  not  during  the  daylight 
hours.  As  far  as  I  know,  the 
closest  I've  come  to  being  rob¬ 
bed  was  when  there  was  an  announce¬ 
ment  over  'the  IJ  A.  system  at  Park 
Station  that  went ,  "Ladies  and 
Gentlemen,  there  are  two  pick  - 
pockets  among  you.  Watch  your  bags 
and  wallets . "'Well,  people  not 
only  watched  their  wallets  but 
also  each  other.  A  few  old  ladies 
edged  away  from  me. 

Somebody  wrote  a  message  on 
some  of  the  subway  cars  and  trol¬ 
leys  ,  and  by  chance ,  they  wrote 
the  same  message  on  every  car  I 
have  to- take.  It  says , "Attention 
Honkies ,  my  brothers  are  now 
picking  your  bags  and  wallets . " 

A  sign  like  that  isn't  exactly  a 
welcome  wagon  to  newcomers  to 
Boston. 

Another  thing  about  riding  on 
the  subways  that  takes  a  while  to 
get  used  to  is  looking  at  hundreds 
of  people,  yet  not  looking  at 
them.  During  rfush  hour"  it  is 
impossible  for  me  to  look  in  any 
direction  that  is  not  part  of  a 
person  unless  I  look  at  the  floor, 
and  then  I'd  probably  miss  my 
stop.  The  trick  is  to  avoid  meet¬ 
ing  anybody's  eyes.  You  fix  your 
eyes  on  a  particular,  spot  and 
keep  them  there  as  long  as  pos¬ 
sible.  It  may  be  somebody's  col:*- 
lar,  the  corner  of  a  Jacket,  or 
part  of  a  seat.  The  important, 
areas  to  avoid  staring  at  (besides 
the  eyes)  are  peoples  pocket books, 
jewelry,  and  crotches.  If  you  stare 
at  somebody's  pocketbook  for  too 
long,  they  may  think  you  are  plan¬ 
ning  to  steal  it.  If  you  stare  at 
somebody's  jewelry,  they  may  think 
you  are  planning  to  steal  it.  If 
you  stare  at  somebody's  crotch, 
they  may  think. . .well,  use  your 
imagination,  what  would  YOU  think? 
People  who  ride  on  subways  often 
develop  a  particular  "subway  face". 
Their  eyes  become  staring  and 
glazed,  and  muscles  become  very, 
very  relaxed.  After  a  while,  some 
people  begin  to  rock  back  and  forth 
and  drool.  You  can  always  tell 
the  people  who  are  very  used  to 
suovays.  They  have  a  remarkable 
ability  to  hold  their  balance 
under  any  conditions,  and  they 
ride  the  cars  leaning  against 


the  doors  that  say,  "DANGER,  DO 
NOT  LEAN  AGAINST  DOORS 

An  even  bigger  disaster  than 
meeting  somebody's  eyes  is  to 
TOUCH  somebody  else's  body. 
Obviously,  considering  the  ridi¬ 
culously  crowded  conditions  that 
develop  during  rush  hour  or  a  jam, 
touching  somebody  is  often  unavoid¬ 
able.  At  the  instant  of  skin  or 
clothing  contact,  each  body  tenses 
up  and  becomes  as  small  as  possible. 
If  there  is  no  way  to  avoid  skin 
contact,  you  just  stare  straight 
ahead  and  try  to  turn  yourself 
into  a  lamppost.  God  forbid  that 
you  should  ever  meet  the  eyes  of 
the  very  person  you  are  touching! 
Sometimes,  a  very  large  person 
will  try  to  squeeze  him/her  self 
into  the  very  tiny  space  that  is 
next  to  you.  By  the  time  they  real¬ 
ize  that  they're  actually  partially 
in  your  lap  and  your  coat  is  so  — 
tightly  squashed  under  their  rear 
end  you  are  unable  to  remove  it 
without  a  struggle,  they  are  too 
tightly  wedged  in  themselves  to 
be  able  to  get  up  without  taking 
the  whole  row  of  people  with  them. 
Standing  people  have  to  hang  on 
to  handles  from  the  ceiling,  posts, 
or  take  their  chances .  The  hands 
on  the  posts  are  usually  spaced 
as  far  apart  as  possible.  But 
when  there  are  seven  hands  on  a 
post ,  and  all  the  people  hanging 
on  to  it  are  between  five  and  six 
feet  tall,  somebody's  hand  is 
bound  to  touch  another ' s .  Both 
people's  hands  jump  back  so  in¬ 
stantly  you  would  think  they  had 
each  touched  a  hot  stove.  But 
when  there  are  fewer  than  five 
hands  on  a  post  and  somebody's 
hand  goes  over  yours  and  doesn't 
let  go,  then  you  begin  to  won¬ 
der.  I  had  an  experience  like 
that :  There  were  about  three  or 
four  of  us  holding  a  post,  and 
this  large  vacant-eyed  girl  grab¬ 
bed  the  post  about  an  inch  above 
my  hand.  Slowly  her  hand  moved 
down  until  it  was  touching  mine. 

I  didn't  want  to  appear  to  have 
such  violent  disgust  at  touching 
her,  so  I  moved  mine  away  very 
slowly,  almost  imperceptably . 

Pretty  soon  her  hand  was  touch¬ 
ing  mine  again,  and  I  moved  mine 
away  again.  Instead  of  moving  her 
hand  into  mine  again,  she  grabbed 
the  post  with  both  arms  and  hug¬ 
ged  it  to  her  body.  There  was  no¬ 
thing  wrong  with  the  way  she  was 
hanging  on  to  the  post  except  she 
had  neglected  to  give  me  a  chance 
to  remove  my  hand.  This  I  couldn't 
believe,  but  when  I  glanced  at  her 
face,  it  was  absolutely  vacant. 

%  hand  was  wedged  tightly  between 
the  post  and  her  bosom.  I'm  not 
too  thrilled  about  touching  a 
stranger's  hand,  and  I  was  even 
less  thrilled  at  being  in  such 
close  contact  with  her  bosom.  As 
I  mentioned  before,  she  was  a 
large  girl,  and  it  was  with  a 
certain  amount  of  difficulty  that 
I  was  finally  able  to  extract  my 
hand  and  replace  it  as  high  as 
possible  above  her  head. 

There  is  a  part  of  the  body 
that  you  become  more  aware  of  af¬ 
ter  riding  subways,  and  that  is 
the  armpits.  I  happen  to  be  short¬ 
er  than  the  average  person.  Un- 
fortunatly  for  me,  anybody  holding 
on  to  one  of  the  ceiling  handles 
and  standing  next  to  me  puts  their 
armpit  right  in  my  face.  Anybody 
hanging  onto  a  post  above  me  does 
this  too.  In  spite  of  the  fact  we 


are  nearing  winter,  on  a  crowded 
subway  nobody  is  as  cool,  calm, 
and  comfortable  as  the  deodorant 
commercials  would  have  them  be¬ 
lieve.  Standing  up  on  a  subway, 

I  am  armpit  height;  and  sitting 
down,  my  line  of  vision  is  obscur¬ 
ed  by  the  crotches  of  everybody 
standing  up. 

They  say  chivalry  is  dead,  but 
I  think  it  is  rotting  in  hell  on 
the  subways.  The  attitude  is  first 
come,  first  served,  and  old  ladies 
and  young  men  battle  for  entrance 
to  the  cars  and  a  seat.  Rear  ends 
aiming  for  the  same  seat  often 
crash  violently.  If  you  are  right 
in  front  of  a  crowd  of  people 
waiting  to  board  a  subway  and 
still  manage  to  keep  that  position 
after  the  door  has  been  opened, 
you're  getting  on  that  car  whether 
you  want  to  or  not.  If  you  happen 
to  have  a  light  colored  shirt  on, 
there  will  probably  be  fifteen 
thousand  handprints  on  the  back  of 
it  by  the  time  you  get  off.  On  a 
particularly  crowded  day,  tempers 
flare  very  quickly.  People  begin 
to  complain  unreasonably  when 
their  feet  are  stepped  on  and 
their  hair  is  pulled  or  when  they 
are  pushed  so  far  back  into  a  can 
that  they  find  themselves  kissing 
a  filthy,  fly-specked  subway  win¬ 
dow.  It  is  not  unlike  a  bunch  of 
cattle  being  herded  into  a  pen. 

The  smell  is  about  the  same,  too. 

I  think  artists  in  particular 
get  to  experience  the  full  force 
of  the  rotteness  that  is  in  every¬ 
body.  When  we  try  to  drag  large 
sketchbooks  and  heavy  drawing 
boards  on  a  subway,  at  least  one 
person  is  bound  to  get  stabbed 
with  the  corners.  Several  people 
usually  do.  I  was  once  caught  in 
an  aisle  because  the  sketchbook  I 
was  carrying  was  wedged  into  the’ 
people  on  either  side  of  me.  In¬ 
stead  of  getting  help,  all  I  got 
were  horrible  looks  and  a  lot  of 
mumbling. 

Of  all  the  people  who  are  on 
a  subway  car,  there  is  often  one 
character  that  attracts  more  atten¬ 
tion  than  anyone  else.  It  may  be 
somebody  with  a  grotesque  physical 
handicap,  somebody  with  a  misera¬ 
ble  and  contagious-sounding  cough, 
or  a  large  mean-looking  gangster- 
type  person;  but  it  is  usually  a 
drunk  or  an  exhibitionist.  I  don't 
know  why  somebody  who  is  bombed 
out  of  his  mind  would  choose  a 
subway  as  his  partying  place. 

If  he  ever  threw  up,  a  lot  of 
people,  maybe  half  the  population 
of  Boston,  would  be  very  upset  for 
awhile.  It  is  interesting  to  watch 
a  subway  loaded  with  people  trying 
to  pretend  they  don't  hear  or  ac¬ 
knowledge  the  existence  of  a  loud 


: 


1 


"The  Blood  of  a  Poet" 
or 

"Homage  to  Jean  Cocteau" 


obnoxious  drunk.  An  exhibitionist 
on  the  car  is  also  a  barrel  of  fun. 
Everybody  is  afraid  to  look.  At 
least  the  man  who  is  showing  his 
anatomy  to  everybody  doesn't  have 
to  worry  about  it  getting  too 
crowded  in  the  immediate  area  a- 
round  him. 

There  are  so  many  different 
stairways ,  doors  and  turnstyles 
in  a  subway  station,  and  such  a 
mad  rush  to  get  into  a  car,  that 
it  is  very  easy  to  get  on  the  wrong 
car  or  the  right  car  going  in  the 
wrong  direction.  It  is  a  very  scary 
feeling  to  be  unfamiliar  with  Bos¬ 
ton  and  glance  out  the  window  at 
a  stop  and  not  recognize  the  name 
of  the  station  you’re  at.  A  few 
months  ago,  an  unfamiliar  subway 
station  was  like  another  planet 
to  me.  I  felt  like  "everybody- 
must-know-I- don ' t-belong-here- 
and-they’re-all-after-me. . . 

Thank  goodness  for  those  men  in 
the  little  information  booths  that 
are  complete  with  every  subway 
station. 

The  subway  is  a  pretty  lousy 
method  of  transportation  (except 
for  the  price),  but,  like  a  large 
number  -  of  people  in  the  Boston 
area,  I  have  no  other  choice.  Be¬ 
sides,  there  are  a  few  more  fun 
things  in  store  for  me;  I  have  yet 
to  experience  when  one  of  the  lines 
closes  down  in  the  winter,  and  I 
have  not  yet  had  one  of  the  doors 
close  on  me  when  I'm  halfway  in. 


I.  It's  hard  to  get  close  to  poetry 
Poets  must  live  their  nightmares 

over  and  over. 

II.  Half-asleep, 

Fumbling  through  a  maze. 

Pale, 

Blind, 

Confessing, 

Fainting, 

Talking  without  knowing  it. 
Drinking  tears. 

III.  The  images  come  from  the  sea  of  my 
body. 

My  memories  mixed  freely. 

The  secrets  appeared  as  my  light. 
Sacrifices  were  made. 

I  curled  into  a  poetic  state. 

IV.  The  solitude  I  lived  out  alone. 

My  image,  vivid,  so  vivid  that 
its  face  became  imprinted 

on  my  hand  like  a  wound. 

I  loved  this  face  for  I  love 
myself,  as  all  poets  must. 

The  work  devoured  me. 

I  choked  with  blood. 

V .  To'  live 

I  must  often  die 

and  shed  the  red  blood  of  my  heart 
as  well  as  the  white  of  my  soul. 


Will  you  think  I  wonder  why  he  must 

write 

letters  after  such  a  time  had  passed 
take  me  along  I've  not  forgotten  that 

night 

Shy  embraces  kisses  sweet  deep  and 

light 

times  of  sun-basked  stolen  hours 

frozen  fast 

will  you  think  I  wonder  why  he  must 

write 

yty  heart  spread  wide  sinks  to  that 

height 

when  I  spread  you  wide  and  a^lked 
take  me  along  I've  not  forgotten  that 

night 

Dreams  all  night  dreams  or  a  night¬ 
mare's  fright 

when  all  I  thought  was  to  be  granted 

the  task 

will  you  think  I  wonder  why  he  must 

write 

Will  you  think  it  not  quiet  right 
when  I  ask  for  a  piece  of  your  ass 
take  me  along  I've  not  forgotten  that 

night 

No  not  forgotten 'but  I  might 
if  only  you  remember  it's  a  blast 
will  you  think  I  wonder  why  he  must 

write 

take  me  along  I've  not  forgotten  that 
,  .•  night 


Screams 


—  Linda  Speare 


k 


She's  married  to  the  moon,  and 
I,  to  the  sun. 

The  stars,  like,  pearls,  cannot  fade  her 
The  clouds,  for  me,  are  dipped  in 
darker  moods. 


echo 

down 

up 


NOTES  ON  THE  LOCATION  OF  INCANABULA 

Below  is  a  list  of  magazine  articles 
of  possible  interest  to  the  students 
of  Mass  Art.  These  may  be  easily 
found  in  the  Library. 

Filmmaking-  Attention  Film  Viewing  and 

Crit.  classes,  also! 

New  Republic,  Sept.  27  '75,  page  53, 

Comedy  and  the  Silver  Screen. 

Surrealistic  Burlesque  or, what  do 
W.C.  Fields,  Woody  Allen,  Luis 
Bunuel  and  Jean  Cocteau  have  in 
common?  Bring  a  friend  to  Un  Chien 
Adalou.  If  you've  read  this  article 
you'll  be  equipped  to  explain  why 
the  film  is  funny —  I  think. 

Graphic  Design  and  Illustration 

Newsweek,  Oct.  6  '75,  page  9 6. 

New  fashion  illustration  trends 
for  a  recessed  economy. 

Photography 

Ms.  Magazine,  Sept.  '75,  page  2 6 
Who  is  the  Dirty  Monk,  and  why  did 
Julia  Margaret  Cameron  take  Alice 
(of  Wonderland)  to  a  chicken  coop 
on  the  Isle  of  Wight? 

Sculpture 

Newsweek,  Oct.  6,  '75,  page  82 
A  solid  review  of  Elie  Nadelman 
retrospective  at  Whitney  Museum. 

Not  enough  photos,  however. 

•Taking  the  PBS  course/ 

New  Republic,  Oct.  k  &  11 

The  two  issues  have  a  two-part  re¬ 
port  on  J.M.  Synge.  It  is  more 
than  a  names  and  dates  background 
article  on  the  author  of "The  Play¬ 
boy  of  the  Western  World,"  PBS* 
December  11th  presentation.  Cut 
out  and  save  for  then. 


Roberta  Fitzgerald 


The  grime  of  growth  circles  our  heads , 

A  halo  that  we  can  call. 

Like  fools  just  out  of  paradise. 

We  drink  from  a  childhood  whisper. 

I  tore  away  a  frozen,  fainting  image 
while  kissing  it  upon  a  mirror. 

I  caressed  the  lids  of  its  tired  eyes 
and 

Moistened  its  crusted  lips  with  a  gloss 
ing  tongue. 

Its  face,  a  skin  of  light  mahogany,  of 
sun-dipped  hours. 

Remained  a  sturdy  effigy. 

Its  hospital  was  sleep. 

Reality  and  dreams  overlapped. 

The  lazy  memories  died  away  until 
morning  sucked  it  into  the 
sun's  doorway. 


Linette 


Decided  to  have 

an  affair  with  you... sounds  good. 
Long-distance  lover. 


Green-black , red-orange 
Hawaii,  you  beckon  me 
the  waters  beyond. 


—  Jozi 


around 
tell  of 
something 
best 

forgotten 


Halloween 

Was  it  the  thirty-first  or  the 

thirtieth 

so  vague  my  memory  is  a  cloud  a  vapor 
But  those  red  lips  and  black  sheath 
will  alwaye  come  through  any  misty 

vapor 

you  came  from  out  of  the  crowd  almost 

alone 

your  eyes  cooly-hot  commanding  my 

presence 

demanding  that  I  come  pay  hommage  and 

atone 

for  uncommited  sins  seen  through  a 

sixth  sense 

such  a  pleasant  electrocution  bitter 

sweet 

a  dancing  embrace  a  fleeting  trace 

then  nothing 
walking  along  halls  standing  beside 

never  to  meet 

red  lips  and  black  dress  was  I 

dreaming 

will  you  remember  that  it  was  October 
and  that  I'm  not  some  other  half- 

crazed  lover 

\ 

rouleau 


Lifestyles/ 

S3Al}BUi31jy 

This  is  the  first  in  a  series  of 
articles  about  Mass.  Art  students; 
how  we  live ,  why  we  make  the  choices 
we  do ,  and  what  we  think  about  the 
whole  thing.  If  you  don't  pick  up 
any  myth-shattering  ideas  this  week, 
try  again.  And  if  you  think  you've 
found  a  system  that  might  work  for 
someone  else,  why  not  let  us  know 
about  it?  Just  leave  a  note  in  my 
mailbox.. .sharing  ideas  is  what 
this  is  all  about  in  the  first  place! 

And  now..... THE  COMMUNE. 

Joan  is  an  intelligent,  percep¬ 
tive,  liberated,  serious-about-  her- 
work  printmaking  major.  She  is  also 
an  example  of  that  old  book  &  cover 
cliche  since  she  looks  like  a  cross 
between  Alice-in-Wonderland  and  a 
"Summer  Blond"  ad.  For  the  past 
year  and  two  months  Joan  has  been  part 
part  of  a  South  Shore  Commune,  living 
with  eight  other  adults  and  two  chil¬ 
dren  in  a  big,  old-fashioned  house 
surrounded  by  trees,  lawn,  and  gar¬ 
dens.  Just  looking  at  her  is  enough 
to  let  you  know  that,  for  Joan,  it 
works  very  well  indeed. 

The  family  is  composed  of  three 
married  couples,  one  unmarried  couple, 
Joan-  the  only  single,  and  a  U-year- 
old  sister,  13-year-old  brother  combin¬ 
ation  belonging  to  one  of  the  married 
couples . 

The  group  is  basically  artistic; 
but  by  occupation  there  is  one  student- 
artist  (Joan),  one  self-employed 
Weaver  working  at  home,  one  student- 
musician  who  plays  with  a  group  pro¬ 
fessionally,  another  musician  who  gives 
lessons  at  home  and  is  job  hunting, 
one  employee  of*  the  welfare  deparment , 
one  full-time  employ.ee  of  a  printing 
company  who  also  makes  wooden  furn¬ 
iture  part-time,  another  printer  who 
is  partners  with  his  father  in  their 
own  company,  and  two  others  who  work 
part-time  at  two  other  printing  com¬ 
panies. 

The  house  is  owned  by  one  of  the 
married  couples  who  bought  it  for 
just  this  purpose.  There  is  enough 
space  for  each  "unit"  bo  have  sep- 
erate  bedrooms.  The  family  pays  shares 
on  a  sort  of  sliding  scale.  Rent  is 
lh  shares  per  couple,  h  share  per 
child,  1  share  per  single.  Food, 
utilities ,  etc . ,  are  1  share  per  per¬ 
son.  There  are  no  written  contracts. 
Joan  says  they  generally  dislike  for¬ 
mal  House  Meetings,  and  reach  most 
decisions  by  informal  group  discussions . 

It  is  really  more  like  an  extended 
family  than  anything  else.  Breakfast 
and  lunch  are  informal,  but  the  even-, 
ing  meal  is  eaten  together  In  the 
dining  room.  Everyone  takes  turns- 
cooking  and  "someone . goes  food-shopping 
every  week". 

"How  do  you  decide  whe  goes?" 

"Well,  if  I  haven't  gone  for  a  couple 
of  weeks  I  figure  it's  my  turn  again," 
Joan  explains.  "We  all  try  to  do  our 
share . " 

Apparently  tastes  in  food  are 
pretty  unanimous-  little  meat,, 
lots  of  fresh  fruit  and  vegetables . 

They  had  a  large  garden  this  summer 
from  which  they  canned  some  tomatoes 
and  ate  everything  else  as  it  ripened. 
They  also  experimented  with  raising 
chickens,  but  decided  the  results 
weren't  worth  the  trouble.  The  fam¬ 
ily  as  a  group  likes  food,  and  as 
Joan  says ,  "We  eat  really  weli . " 


"How  communal  is  this ,  really?" 

I  ask.  "You  live  relatively  separ¬ 
ate  lives ,  manage  your  incomes  and 
expenses  individually,  own  your  own 
furniture,  etc.  What  about  sex?" 

Joan  explains  that  the  privacy  of 
the  individual  is  respected  and  that 
no  assumptions  are  made  on  the  basis 
of  membership  in  the  commune.  Curi¬ 
ously,  she  finds  that  the  marriages 
seem  more  open  and  subject  to  exper¬ 
imentation  than  the  non-marriage. 

She  does  feel  that  the  closeness  of 
a  communal  living  situation  probably 
leads  to  a  feeling  of  greater  intim¬ 
acy  within  the  group  than  would  other¬ 
wise  develop,  but  this  again  is  a 
matter  of  individual  choice. 

Again  I  questioned  Joan.  "How  did 
you  get  to  this  point?"  She  explains 
that  she  moved  away  from  her  mother 
because  she  needed  her  own  space, 
and  that  their  lifestyles  were  Just 
not  compatible.  She  then  lived  with 
a  series  of  different  roommates  and 
small  groups;  the  last  group  had  a 
winter  rental  and  had  to  get  out  in 
July.  Two  from  that  group  joined  the 
larger  group  and  invited  Joan  to 
come  along.  Although  she  really 
knew  only  those  two,  she  decided  it 
was  good  idea. 

Asked  about  advantages,  Joan 
rated  the  sense  of  stability  and 
security  very  highly.  She  likes  be¬ 
ing  able  to  invest  something  of  her¬ 
self  in  a  place,  the  stimulation  of 
living  with  other  people,  the  sense 
of  family  and  the  sharing  of  talents 
and  interests.  It  also  makes  sense 
economically,  being  more  spacious 
and  less  expensive  than  an  apart¬ 
ment. 

Joan  sees  the  major  disadvantage 
to  be  the  strain  of  the  constant 
give-and-take  demanded  by  family 
life.  "I'm  constantly  running  into 
conflicts  about  minor  things-  leav¬ 
ing  the  bread  open,  leaving  a  dish 
on  the  stove." 

"But  this  happens  living  with 
anyone ! " 

"Yes,  but  with  so  many  people  and 
kids  it's  Just  picky,  picky,  picky. 
Takes  away  all  the. .. .romance,  I 
guess. " 

Other  negatives  include  being 
forced  to  tolerate  other's  tastes 
and  styles  in  decorating,  their 
choice  of  hours  and  activities,  the 
complications  of  entertaining  in 
such  a  crowd  (Joan  is  the  only 
single,  remember),  and  the  fact 
that  "You  don't  really  have  your 
own  place  or  space.  You're  not  in 
control  of  a  lot  of  things  about 
the  environment . "She  also  comments 
that  it's  important  for  parents  to 
accept  total  responsibility  for 
their  own  children. 

I  was  surprised  to  find  that  as 
happy  as  Joan  is  with  her  choice  of 
lifestyle,  she's  considering  alter¬ 
natives.  The  time  and  effort  (and 
expense!)  of  commuting  to  Boston 
is  getting  to  her  -  she's  thinking 
of  taking  an  apartment  with  a 
friend.  She  says  that  her  life  now 
is  very  comfortable,  "Maybe  too  com¬ 
fortable.  I  have  an  urge  not  to  set¬ 
tle.  I  feel  the  need  for  different 
atmospheres  and  the  stimulation  of 
other  people She  says  that  she 
doesn't  think  of  this  experience  as 
a  transitional  one,  but  as  separate 
and  unique;  and,  in  a  way,  she  sees 
moving  into  her  own  apartment  as  a 
regression.  "But  I  haven't  actually 
done  it  yet!" 

Joan  wants  me  to  point  out  <* 
though  I'm  sure  it's  obvious  to  you- 
that  this  is  her  own  experience.  She 


doesn't  feel  that  this  is  necessarily 
representative  of  all  communes,  nor 
would  she  presume  to  speak  for  com¬ 
munal  living  in  general.  (Maybe  some 
of  you  have  other  experiences  with 
communes  to  share.) 

NEXT  TIME:  A  WIFE/MOTHER/ARTIST/ 
STUDENT  TELLS  ALL!  (Well,  almost.) 

— Polly  Jose 

Placement 

Office 

In  the  placement  office  at  the  Ful¬ 
lerton  building,  there  is  a  wealth  of 
information  that  can  be  of  vital  interest 
to  all  the  students  and  alumni  of  Mass. 
College  of  Art.  In  light  of  the  sober¬ 
ing  economic  realities  that  face  us, 
artists  and  designers  need  all  the  help 
and  assistance  available  to  them.  Mar¬ 
garet  Johnson  and  her  office  are  there 
at  your  disposal  to  fill  this  need. 

Here,  are  some  of  the  services  that  are 
available  to  you. 

Career  Planning.  Though  you  may 
have  an  idea  of  your  goals  and  aims, 
it  would  be  wise  to  seek  consultation 
and  establish  a  file  with  Margaret 
Johnson.  She  may  give  you  further 
insight  into  the  actual  workings 
and  potentialities  of  the  field  of 
your  endeavor  and  also  may  be  able  to 
give  some  ideas  as  to  related  alterna¬ 
tives.  This  should  be  done  long  before 
your  senior  year. 

Job  Placement.  The  office  will  assist 
you  in  locating  suitable  employment 
openings.  This  ranges  from  career  op¬ 
portunities,  siammer  jobs,  to  survival 
part-time  jobs.  Though  the  office  can 
not  guarantee  anything,  it  can  give 
assistance  in  drawing  up  your  resume 
and  in  proper  presentation  techniques. 

Grant  Fellowships  and  Scholarships 


My  understanding  here  is  that  Ms. 
Johnson's  record  thus  far  is  admirable. 
As  an  example,  three  fellowships  were 
awarded  to  Mass.  Art  students  just 
last  year.  A  complete  and  amplified 
list  of  these  kinds  of  awards  is  avail¬ 
able. 

Gallery  Directory.  A  complete  list 
of  galleries  in  and  around  Boston  is 
available  telling  you  whom  to  contact, 
where,  financial  arrangements ,  insur¬ 
ance,  etc. 

Art.  Ed.  Majors.  The  placement  of¬ 
fice  almost  without  saying  can  be  most 
useful  to  you.  One  thing,  perhaps, 
not  i  all  recognized  is  the  close  as¬ 
sists  nee  that  alumni  give  Margaret 
John-  on  in  informing  her  of  new  teaching 
open..ngs  almost  as  soon  as  they  hap¬ 
pen,  or  even  before.  Also  all  mail?- 
ing  of  credentials  are  done  from  the 
placement  office. 

Reference  Library.  Students  are 
encouraged  to  browse  throught  the  li¬ 
brary  which  includes  current  Art  mag¬ 
azines,  graduate  and  undergraduate 
publications,  lists  and  information 
concerning  art  related  fields,  etc. 

A  multi-purpose  conference  table  for 
portfolio  reviews,  reading,  discusions 
and  meetings,  is  there  for  such  uses. 

Other  Services.  These  include  an  a 
alumni  support  program, oversees  study 
programs,  the  Ruskin  Exchange  program, 
a  program  for  field  experience  in  de¬ 
sign,  a  list  of  day  care  centers,  in¬ 
formation  relating  to  graduate  record 
exams,  and  even  a  typewriter  (pur¬ 
chased  by  Margaret)  is  available  for 
typing  of  resumes. 

The  Placement  Office  is  working  with 
you  and  for  you  to  make  some  of  the 
important  decisions  in  your  life  anon 
a  little  smoother. 

_ _ _ _  —  Dennis  Dymek 


Dear  lAbbie 

(Ed.  note:  Dear  lAbbie  is  direct 
from  the  west  coast  and  this  col¬ 
umnist  is  hip  to  what's  happening 
today.  If  you  have  a  question  or 
problem,  adress  it  to  Dear lAbbie, 
c/o  Mass  Art.)  *  - 

Dear  lAbbie,  .  p 

What  has  happened  between  par¬ 
ents  and  children  in  the  past  fif¬ 
teen  years?  The  Bible  says:  "Raise 
up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should  go 
and  he  will  not  depart  from  it." 

Do  you  believe  it?  I  don't. 

Our  own  children  are  living 
proof.  We  have  four.  I  stayed  home 
and  took  care  of  them.  We  always 
went  to  Church  together.  They  had 
plenty  of  love,  responsibility  and 
discipline.  Everything  was  fine 
until  they  started  high  school  or 
went  to  college.  Within  six  months 
they  fell  in  with  friends  who 
could  twist  and  turn  them  any 
which-way.  "Peer  Pressure"  they 
call  it.  Well,  whatever  it  is  I 
don't  understand  how  it  could 
have  negated  all  the  years  of  love 
and  good  training. 

Our  sons  and  daughters  look 
like  bums.  They  have  no  interest 
in  decent  clothes.  They  tell  us 
they  are  agnostics.  Three  are  col¬ 
lege  graduates,  yet  they  can't  find 
jobs  they  like.  They  think  it's 
hypocritical  to  do  work  that  isn't 
"rewarding,  exciting  and  stimulat¬ 
ing"  Don't  they  realise  that  life 
isn't  all  fun  and  pleasure? 

lAbbie,  you  can  do  a  lot  of  good 
by  printing  this  letter -and  lett¬ 
ing  our  children  know  that  we,  as 
parents,  are  fed  up  with  their 
scraggly  appearance,  foul  language 
and  total  disrespect  for  author¬ 
ity. 

My  husband  is  in  his  early  50 's 
and  he  is  a  broken  man.  We  cry 
for  each  other,  and  for  the  thou¬ 
sands  of  other  parents  who  feel 
that  they  have  failed.  We  did  our 
best  and  can't  figure  out  what 
went  wrong. 

Yes,  we  know  many  children  go 
the  right  way,  but  this  letter  is 
for  parents  like  ourselves,  who 
are  sick  at  heart  because  we  rais¬ 
ed  a  generation  of  messed-up  mis¬ 
fits.  What  can  you  say  to  us? 

—  Failures. 


Dear  Friends: 

Don't  despair.  The  jury  is 
still  out.  Many  children  "come 
home  again"  —  if  the  door  is  * 
open  and  a  light  is  in  the  win¬ 
dow.  I've  seen  some  plenty  far- 
out  kids  do  a  complete  reversal 
and  become  extremely  conservative, 
even  square.  It  could  happen  to 
yours  —  And  I  pray  it  does. 

(Don't  flunk  your  chemistry  test, 
of  glands  calling  to  another.  If 
you  have  trouble  making  a  distinc- 
Love  is  more  than  one  set,  or.  Sex 
and  How  to  Tell  the  Difference, 
send  a  long  self-adressed,  stamped 
envelope  with  your  request  and  35^ 
in  Mallo-Cup  cards  to  Dear  lAbbie, 
c/o  Mans  Art  Newspaper.) 


MoViEs 

MOVIE  LISTINGS: 

Mass  Art  Film  Society 
Curtain;  7:30  PM,  Tuesdays 

November  18; 

AT  LAND 

RITUAL  IN  TRANSFIGURED  TIME 

—  Maya  Deren 

Color  of  Ritual/Color  of  Thought 

A.  DIVINATIONS 

B.  PEYOTE  QUEEN 
?. .SAAMAN 

—  Storm  deHirsch 
RELATIVITY 

—  Ed  Emshwiller 

November  25; 

WAIT 

SERENE  VELOCITY 

—  Ernie  Gehr 

KODAK  GHOST  POEMS,  PART  1 

—  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  THE  EXQUISITE 
CORPSE 

- —  Andrew  Noren 

T.O.U.C.H.^  N.Q. . 

—  Paul  Shari+.R. 

time  &  eternity 
thesis 

If  you  ask  the  average  person 
what  his  concept  of  eternity  is, 
their  reply  will  most  likely  be 
something  akin  to  "The  endless 
passage  of  time,  of  course."  -  A 
common  opinion  which  few  care  to 
challenge.  I  intend  to. 

We  tend  to  think  of  time  as  a 
constantly  flowing,  moving  phen¬ 
omena,  unstoppable  in  its  progres¬ 
sion.  Our  minds  perceive  each  in¬ 
stant  as  a  minute  fragment  of  the 
aforementioned  passage  that  is 
here  and  gone  with  the  speed  of 
thought.  I  propose  the  contrary: 
Suppose  each  instant  is  eternal, 
not  fleeting  and  lost  forever  in 
the  now-dead  past.  Everything, 
therefore,  that  we  think  of  as 
past  still  exists  and  is  still 
happening.  Also,  the  future,  as 
we  have  termed  it,  exists  now  and 
always  has.  Thus,  time  itself  is 
stagnant  and  not  transient. 

Time  does  not  move  by  us;  rather, 
we  move  through  it.  Only  our  con- 
cious  minds  seem  to  traverse  it. 

They  do  so  at  a  fixed  and  irrever- 
sable  rate.  Our  awareness  of  time 
is  due  to  the  fact  that  the  human 
brain  is  a  physical  organ.  An  in¬ 
dividual  thought  is  not  the  result 
of  divine  mysticism;  it  is  the 
direct  result  of  electrical  im¬ 
pulses  and  chemical  reactions,  i.e.; 
universal  physical  properties. 

Thus,  if  all  of  the  so-called 
past  and  future  is  stagnant  and 
concurrent,  there  is  no  physical 
or  actual  passage  of  time.  Ergo, 
there  is  no  Eternity. 

The  equations  are  as  follows; 

given:  A-  one  instant  in  time 

B=  a  second  instant 

A3  »  ;  B=<o 

A&B=JO  ;  A*B=  0 
and  therefore ,  <o  =  0 

I  invite  your  thoughts  and 
comments. 


★ 


—  D.J.Sullinan 


Beyond  The  Margin 

After  living  and  going  to  school 
in  this  area  for  two  years,  my  first 
reaction  to  the  mention  of  food  is 
"Let's  go  somewhere  else."  There  are 
many  places  to  go  with  choices  rang¬ 
ing  from  fast  food  to  restaurants. 

This  week  -  fast  food,  the  scourge 
of  the  intestines. 

The  cafeteria  in  the  Longwood 
Building  can  be  considered  in  this 
category  because  it  does  deliver 
fast  food  in  the  forms  of  yogurt, 
fruit,  donuts,  and  wrapped  sand¬ 
wiches  (  that  begin  to  look  dismal 
after  a  day  on  the  counter ) .  Stick 
with  the  hot  food  instead:  it's 
filling,  and  is  the  best  deal  in  the 
immediate  area.  The  coffee  is  better 
than  the  paint  remover  available 
across  the  street  in  the  Longwood 
Pharmacy.  There,  the  God  of  Grease 
rules.  Its  only  vaguely  redeeming 
value  is  the  mediocre, ice  cream. 

The  art  of  sub-making  is  in  a  sad 
state  at  Chuck's  Sub  Shop  on  Brook¬ 
line  Avenue,  just  up  the  street  from 
the  main  building.  The  major  reason 
for  this  is  that  the  matierials  are 
kept  heated  in  a  steam  table.  No  one 
can  convince  me  that  boiling  is  a 
nice  way  to  treat  pastrami.  It's 
sacrilege.  Don’t  ask  for  everything 
on  it  unless  you  have  a  strong  enough 
stomach  to  take  the  mixture  of  onions, 
relish,  mustard,  hot  peppers,  etc. 

The  art  is  alive  and  well,  however, 
at  the  Boston  House  of  Pizza  on 
Brookline  Ave.  They  really  know  how 
to  make  a  grinder  here,  offer  free 
fruit  with  purchase  during  lunch¬ 
time,  and  the  walls  are  decorated  by 
MCA  students.  The  pizzas  are  small 
and  oily,  but  they  are  better  than 
those  in  Kenmore  Square  which  are 
dangerous  to  even  look  at. 

Brookline  Ave.  begins  to  sound 
like  Desperation  Row  tastebudwise . . 
Boylston  isn't  much  better.  I  don't 
have  to  say  anything  about  Gino's, 
except  that  some  people  actually 
seem  to  like  their  food.  The  chick¬ 
en's  okay,  but  otherwise... 

Next  issue  I'll  talk  about  the 
ones  I  missed.  You  can  only  eat  so 
much  of  this  stuff... 


—  Simonn 


How  swift  does  a  spider  fall 
when  a  spider  falls 


on  a  strand 
of  silk? 


Quick. 


— The  Swallow 


The  North  - 
American  Horse 

Horses  were  first  introduced 
onto  this  continent  at  5:32  am, 

May  5,  1508,  or  thereabouts.  By 
horses,  of  course,  I  refer  to  the 
herbivorous  quadruped,  not  what 
results  when  you  walk  into  the 
comer  of  a  table  or  a  dubious 
friend  jabs  a  knuckle  into  your 
thigh,  screaming  "Charlie  Horse 
rides  again!"! 

Once  in  this  hemisphere  the 
horses  spread  out  and  multiplied 
as  horses,  and  practically  any¬ 
thing  else,  will. 

A  curious  sidenote  in  dealing 
with  equestrian  evolution  is  the 
fact  that  horses  and  their  cousins 
are  supposedly  descended  from  the 
prehistoric  Eohippus .  Most  ani-. 
mals  are  shrunken  versions  of 
their  distant  ancestors,  but  an 
eohippus  was  thirteen  inches  tall 
in  his  elevator  hooves.  For  those 
unfamiliar  with  animals  I  will 
point  out  that  horses  tend  to  be 
somewhat  larger  than  this.  This 
curious  fact  alone  makes  the  horse 
a  worthy  subject  for  study, 
were  it  not  for  the  fact  that  very 
few  people  could  care  enough  to 
make  such  an  effort  on  the  horse's 
behalf.  (Come  to  think  of  it,  the 
Tarpan  wasn't  very  tall  either. ) 

I  have  heard  many  aspersions 
cast  on  the  character  of  the  horse, 
most  in  relation  to  his  cousin, 
the  donkey.  It  is  true  that  the 
horse  sometimes  made  an  (honorary) 
ass  of  himself  by  getting  along 
quite  well  with  a  donkey,  some¬ 
times  resulting  in  a  mule  (n.  a 
lounging  slipper  that  does  not 
cover  the  heel). 

On  seeing  the  mule,  the  horse 
and  donkey  would  usually  decide 
to  take  a  vote  and,  depending  on 
the  outcome,  either  go  their  sep- 
erate  ways  or  kill  the  mule.  For 
some  reason  the  mule  is  usually 
sterile,  which  isn't  really  bad, 
if  you  know  mules  at  all  well. 

Then,  of  course,  there  is  the 
burro,  which  bears  the  same  re¬ 
lation.  to  the  donkey  that  the 
Shetland  pony,  or  dog-horse,  does 
to  the  horse.  Simply  a  smaller, 
virtually  useless  version,  hardly 
worth  its  own  paragraph. 

In  early  18^8  Justin  Morgan 
heralded  the  development  of  the 
first  Morgan  horse.  His  father, 

John  Morgan  did  most  of  the  work, 
however.  Justin  Morgan,  of  course, 
was  the  father  of  the  famed  finan¬ 
cier,  John  Pier* Pont  Morgan  .  He 
was  also  the  first  Morgan  horse, 
which  may  help  to  clear  up  the 
mystery  as  to  where  J.  P.  Morgan 
really  came  from.  At  any  rate, 
Justin  Morgan  was  a  true  mutant, 
known  in  the  horse  breeding  trade 
as  a  "Sport"  or  "Blasted  Freak", 
and  able  to  reproduce  his  own 
kind. 

When  the  horses  themselves  dis¬ 
covered  this  there  was  a  sudden 
increase  in  the  horse  population 
and  the  incidence  of  salacious 
smiles  in  the  grazing  fields.  The 
numbers  could  hardly  be  prevented 
from  escalating,  since  even  the 
most  modest  of  female  Morgans  was 
a  "Sport".  This  rise  in  available 
horseflesh  also  gave  the  cowboys 
something  to  ride  on  the  roundup 
besides  camels. 


These  hapless  dromedaries,  now 
rejected  by  their  former  masters, 
soon  dwindled  in  numbers  and  pas¬ 
sed  out  of  the  land  -  an  event  as 
mourned  as  the  passing  of  an  old, 
open  wound. 

Horses,  however,  were  less  prac¬ 
tical  for  Western  work  than  camels. 
They  did  offer  greater  mobility 
and  speed,  but  a  motorcycle  could 
have  done  this.  The  camel  is  a 
sturdier  beast ,  more  economical 
to  feed  and  water  as  it  has  to  be 
done  less  often. 

For  another  example,  if  a  horse 
should  break  a  leg  in  the  middle 
of  the  desert  he  would  have  to  be 
shot.  This  procedure  somtimes 
ruined  the  horse  for  riding  pur 
poses,  to  say  nothing  of  further 
disturbing  an  already  obnoxious 
temperament.  A  camel,  on  the  other 
hand,  could  simply  be  left  to  lie 
on  the  ground  and  heal,  to  be  re¬ 
claimed  later.  But  despite  logic, 
the  horse  replaced  the  camel.  Let 
us  have  a  moment  of  silence  to 
show  our  respect  for  that  noble 
beast;  the  Camel. 

However,  the  horse  was  soon  to 
follow.  He  was  replaced  by  the 
helicopter,  and  whatever  talents 
a  horse  may  posess,  flying  is 
not  one  of  them.  Except  Pegasus, 
and  even  he  couldn't  hover. 

With  the  ranches  closed  to  the 
horse,  he  had  to  find  a  new  way 
to  make  a  living.  Radio  was  out, 
since  "horse"  sound-effects  were 
generated  by  stagehands .  There 
were  several  cases  of  stagehands 
being  found  hoofed  to  death  in 
back  alleys ,  but  this  surrepti¬ 
tious  campaign  of  job-priming  was 
largely  unsucessful  and  soon  ab¬ 
andoned.  Movies,  also,  were  out. 
They  had  gone  to  the  dogs .  Rin- 
Tin-Tin,  Lassie  and  London  were 
all  over  the  silver  screen. 

Only  one  horse  had  any  sub¬ 
stantial-  sucess  in  the  movies. 
Trigger,  but  he  was  fighting  a 
running  battle  for  ratings  with 
Bullet ,  the  dog . 

Bullet  was  constantly  trying 
to  upstage  Trigger ,  sometimes 
suceeding.  Needless  to  say,  this 
upset  Trigger  and  he  resolved  to 
do  something  about  it.  So,  in  re¬ 
ality,  there  were  Several  Bullets. 
By  carelessly  placing  a  tripping 
hoof  near  the  edge  of  a  cliff,  h 
nonchalantly  tipping  over  while 
racing  to  a  maiden's  rescue,  sit¬ 
ting  down  heavily  and  suddenly  at 
strategic  moments  and  other 
devious  tricks ,  Trigger  managed 
to  teach  a  total  of  nine  old  dogs 
some  new  tricks. 

All  that  was  left  was  televis¬ 
ion.  There  was  Fury,  who  was  ex¬ 
tremely  hard  to  work  with,  as 
might  be  judged  from  his  name.  Mr. 
Ed  was  also  aptly  named,  since  he 
had  made  his  living  previously  by 
trimming  manes  and  decorating 
stalls.  "My  Friend  Flicka"  never 
did  much  of  anything  notable. 

I  myself  once  had  a  friend  cal¬ 
led  Flicka,  due  to  an  unpleasant, 
but  annoying,  habit  he  had  of. 
flicking  his  thumb  and  index  fin¬ 
ger  over  various  portions  of  his 
anatomy.  He  didn't  do  this  from 
any  mental  aberration,  however, 
he  was  simply  infested  with  fleas  . 
But  that's  another  story. 

Equine  anatomy  is  an  ungainly 
conglomeration  of  pasterns ,  pos¬ 
terns,  muzzles,  fetlocks,  fetkeys, 
forelocks,  forelegs (2  front,  2 
rear),  stifles,  cannons,  polls. 


croups ,  whithers (whither  have  the 
whithers  gone?  or  did  they  simply 
whither?)  and,  most  laughable  of 
all ,  knees .  Actually  all  these 
•names  are  about  as  funny  as  a 
mouthful  of  broken  glass ,  but  there 
they  are. 

Returning  to  the  horse's  sex 
life;  A  horse  is  much  more  sexual¬ 
ly  active  than  a  camel,  to  return 
to  an  earlier  comparison.  A  camel 
rarely  had  more  than  two  humps  in 
his  lifetime,  and  many  had  to  make 
do  with  only  one.  This  may  explain 
why  camels  spend  so  much  time 
standing  around  reminiscing.  The 
average  camel's  lifespan  is  2k 
years.  What  this  might  mean,  later 
research  may  clear  up.  ' 

On  the  other  hand,  horses,  when 
finally  put  out  to  pasture  frequen¬ 
tly  have  a  knowing  smile  playing 
about  their  lips.  This  is  due  to 
the  practice  of  hiring  out  these 
four-legged  gigolos  for  breeding. 

However,  the  rabbit  can  easily 
put  the  horse  to  shame  in  its  math¬ 
ematical  abilities ,  contentedly 
multiplying  hourly.  This,  of  course 
only  demonstrates  the  basically 
inconsiderate  nature  of  the  rab¬ 
bit,  what  with  current  population 
problems . 

Today  the  horse  is  largely  re¬ 
stricted  to  leather-upholstered 
chairs  behind  Park  Avenue  desks , 
thinking  up  new  names  for  Fords. 

So,  in  the  end,  the  horse  has 
achieved  some  measure  of  control 
over  the  new  breed  of  machines 
that  had  once  made  him  obsolete. 

And  isn't  this  how  it  should  be? 

—  G.J.  Fisher 

Institute  of 


Exhibitions 

Ann  McCoy:  Large  Drawings  &  Lithographs,  October 
21 -November  30.  Lee  Newton:  Sculpture  Et  Drawings, 
October  21 -November  30.  Art  Deco:  Skyscraper  Style 
New  York,  December  2-January  4.  Caulder:  Flying  Color 
Airplanes,  Holiday  Restaurant  exhibition.  The  Bicenten¬ 
nial  Art  Collection:  December  9- January  4.  Oldenburg: 
Six  Themes,  January  16-February  25. 


Contempo 

Art 


Lecture  Series 


October  28 
November  3 
November  11 

November  18 
November  25 


PETER  BLAKE,  architect.  'Modern 
Architecture  Versus  the  Real  World' 
LAWRENCE  ALLOWAY,  art  critic. 
'Abstract  Painting  and  Realism' 

P.  ADAMS  SITNEY,  author  of  'The 
American  Avant-Garde  Filmmakef  in 
the  '70's' 

MAX  KOZLOFF,  author  and  art  critic. 
'Photography  and  Voyeurism' 

JOSE  LUIS  SERT,  Architect.  'A  Mee¬ 
ting  Place  for  the  Arts' 


Lectures  will  be  held  in  the  Prudential  Tower,  10th  floor. 
Back  Bay  Room,  at  8:00  PM 


Tickets  $2.00:  Institute  members  $1.50.  Tickets  may  be 
purchased  in  advance  at  the  Institute  of  Contemporary 
Art. 


SPECIAL  LECTURE:  January  27,  Tom  Wolfe.  'Status 
Struggle  in  the  World  of  Art:  Culturati  Philistines  and 
the  Bonfire  of  the  Vanities’ 


Events 

November  7-9  Tour  to  New  York  City  (call  for 
information) 

December  14  Children's  Christmas  Fair  Event  10 
A.M.-6  P.M. 


Institute  of  Contemporary  Art,  955  Boylston  Street, 
Boston,  Auditorium  MBTA  Station,  tel.  266-5151. 
Admission  $1. 

Gallery  Hours:  Tues.  &  Weds.  10-5,  Thurs,  Fri.,  Sat., 
10-9,  Sun.,  12-5 


» 


